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CHARLES PAUL DE KOCK 7 

a charming variety. The two other male charac- 
ters were declaimed by Floridor from his box. 

They only waited the arrival of Theseus before 
opening the performance, but he was still delayed. 
He did not come on, however, until the third act. 

" Let us begin anyway," said the director ; " we 
cannot wait for him any longer. The audience is 
impatient, and Theseus will certainly come before 
the third act." 

"No doubt his toilet is keeping him," said 
Dubourg. " He is a man of the utmost exactness 
in costume, and he will not put in a pin if it is 
not according to tradition." 

The director was at once prompter, manager 
and stage carpenter. He struck three little blows 
to attract the attention of the audience, and then 
drew the curtain, which at first stuck, and dis- 
closed only half the scene ; but with the aid of 
two of the spectators, who came upon the stage, 
it was completely drawn. Then M. Floridor 
descended into his box, candle in hand, and the 
drama opened. 

When Dubourg appeared on the scene, swag- 
gering majestically, a murmur of astonishment ran 
through the audience, which was not altogether 
admiration ; for Dubourg certainly was not hand- 
some in his perruque, with rouge running over 
his cheeks, and an old musket in his hand. From 
the glimpse of his head when he peeped through 
the curtain, people had expected a beautiful man 
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a little astonished when the prompter declaimed 
the role of Panope from his box, and no one 
appeared. But the role was short, and it passed 
without comment. To help matters, Floridor 
turned toward the parterre and said, — 

" Gentlemen, the minor parts are played in this 
fashion in almost all the smaller cities." 

The time was passing, and Theseus had not 
arrived. 

" What the devil can he be doing at the inn ! " 
exclaimed Dubourg. " Do you suppose he can't 
get into his costume ? " 

" Impossible ! " said the director. " I gave him 
a superb yellow tunic, and trousers of the same 
material. For diadem he has a turban of the same 
color, that I used in * Mahomet.' " 

" Then Theseus will be all yellow ? " 

"Tradition says so, and we must be true to 
that. But let us go on with the second act, and 
hope that he will appear." 

The second act began but did not go so well 
as the first. Aricie, in a fit of exasperation, expec- 
torated his quid of tobacco at Hippolyte, upon 
which the hunter gave him a kick in the rear, 
at the moment when his lover was murmuring, 
" Moderate thy kindness, for the excess of it con- 
fuses me." 

" That will make you pay attention," said Du- 
bourg. 

"If I were not playing a woman's role, I'd 
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would make everything right. He depended 
greatly upon the appearance of Theseus, who had 
not yet arrived, and who he was certain would 
produce a great effect ; but Theseus did not come, 
and the anxiety became general. 

" What can have happened to him ? I will run 
over to the inn," said Dubourg, " for this delay 
begins to surprise me. I will bring him back im- 
mediately.** 

" Hurry up! '* cried Floridor, "for if we make 
the audience wait that will spoil everything." 

Let us see why M. Menard did not reach the 
theatre, for he was a man who was usually very 
punctual in all that he had to do. After Dubourg 
left he busied himself with his toilet. This was 
no trifle for a man who had never been to a ball, 
had never disguised himself, and had worn the 
same costume for thirty years. Menard examined 
thoroughly the tunic, the Turkish trousers and 
the turban. He had quite a struggle before he 
could consent to cover himself with these yellow 
garments and paint his venerable cheeks. He was 
obliged to strengthen his decision each instant, 
by recalling Roscius, Garrick and Moliere, or he 
would have refused to play in the comedy. Bui 
he had promised, the engagement was made, be- 
sides which his excellency, the Baron, a Polish 
nobleman, set him the example^ and he must yield 
to circumstances. 

After a great deal of trouble he was at last 
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''I mean, sir, that he has gone away, and I 
don't know where he is." 

" Do you realize, monsieur, that I put my son 
in your care ? " 

"We will find him, sir; his excellency, the 
Baron Potoski, will send couriers to all the courts 
of Europe.'* 

" And who is the Baron Potoski ? " 

" He is a Polish seigneur, a very learned young 
man. He is palatine of Rava and Sandomir, and 
he has a superb chateau on Mount Krapach, 
which is heated with gas." 

" Oh, great Heavens, Monsieur Menard ! I 
believe they have made you a complete imbecile." 

"No, monsieur; I know what I am talking 
about, and I speak only the truth." 

" Where did you find this baron ? " 

"We met him en route, near Paris; by the 
way, he overturned our carriage, and I rolled in 
the ditch ! But your son found an old friend in 
the Baron Potoski. We got into King Stanislas' 
coach, where I sat in the place of a princess of 
Hungary, and since then we have travelled with 
the baron." 

The Count of Montreville strode about the 
room, stamping his feet with violence, and lifting 
his eyes to Heaven. Menard stood in a corner, 
holding his turban in his hand, and not daring to 
budge. After stamping about for some time, the 
Cpunt turned to him. 
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overwhelmed. He looked about him and behind 
him, and, stammering, begged his father for the 
delay of a day or two ; but the Count pretended 
not to hear, and repeated, in a tone of severity, — 

" My son, I am waiting for you." 

The carriage was ready: what could he do? 
He hesitated still, but the Count took him by the 
hand, led him toward the carriage, and he dared 
not resist. He had been given no time for reflec- 
tion, and the carriage carried him rapidly away 
from Grenoble. He put his head out to look back 
at Vizille, and sighed deeply. His eyes moistened 
with tears as he thought of Sister Anne, and he 
said to himself repeatedly, — 

" Poor little thing ! what will she think?" 
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But constant idleness weighed upon Frederic. 
With the best intentions, it is impossible to talk to 
a pretty woman for twenty-four hours at a stretch 
without weariness. The poor little girl saw that 
her friend was no longer happy, and sighed often ; 
her own joy was therefore shadowed. At last, one 
beautiful evening, Frederic could endure his weari- 
ness and anxiety no longer ; he said to his com- 
panion, — 

" Tomorrow, at daybreak, I shall go to Gren- 
oble to find some news of my friends." The 
young girl remained a moment immovable, as if 
struck by an unexpected blow; then her breast 
heaved, and two rivers of tears escaped from her 
eyes. She extended her arms toward the village 
road, then folded them over her bosom, as if to 
say,— 

" And me, — you will leave me ? " 

The poor girl could not beg her lover to stay ; 
she could not use those sweet and tender words 
so difficult to resist. But how expressive were her 
gestures, and how eloquent her eyes ! They spoke 
all her thoughts, so that words became unneces- 
sary. 

" I will return to you," said Frederic ; " I 
promise you I will return, and I will never love 
any but you." 

These words softened the anguish of Sister 
Anne, for she never dreamed of doubting her 
lover's promises. Remember, dear ladies, Sister 
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joy rose in her heart. She fed on this hope with 
rapture. She would have a child ! Frederic's 
child i It seemed to her that she loved it already. 
This idea transported her. What happiness to 
be a mother! And what a joy it would be to tell 
Frederic this precious secret ! 

The young girl ran dancing about the wood. 
In her delight she committed a thousand follies; 
she looked at herself in the waters of the brook ; 
she studied herself in the fountain ; she began to 
be proud of her motherhood, and did not shrink 
at all from its visible evidence. Poor little one, 
whose every action proved the innocence of her 
mind 1 Let her rejoice in the delirium of this new 
sentiment born in her heart. That, at least, she 
will never lose. 

But time was passing, and Frederic did not 
return. Sister Anne had the certainty of being a 
mother, and she could not share this joy with her 
lover. There must always be pain mingled with 
pleasure, and the joy of the young girl was 
poisoned by the anxiety she suffered because of 
the absence of her adored one ; each day the old 
oak was a witness of her sighs and her tears. 
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" Look ? There he is, down there ! " 

Bertrand and Claudine stretched their necks ; 
they saw the frightful object, but dared not ap- 
proach it nearer; the husband turned pale and 
stepped closer to his wife, who signed to the chil- 
dren not to go near it. 

'' Let us go and seek for help,'' said Bertrand 
at last, in a half-stifled voice. 

"If you would only take aim at him from be- 
hind, my man ? '* 

"Yes, but my gun's unfortunately only loaded 
with salt, which couldn't kill him. It would only 
wake him up, and then he'd be furious and might 
jump on us." 

" Oh, yes, that's true ! You mustn't shoot ! 
Let us run quickly to the village ! Come, chil- 
dren ! O mon Dieu what if the monster should 
wake up ? " 

Bertrand, who was already in advance, ran as 
though the beast were pursuing him. He has- 
tened to the village, which was only a gunshot 
from his house, and was soon joined there by 
Claudine. Both told everywhere of the wonder- 
ful and terrifying animal that had been found in 
their garden, and with that feeling of exaggeration 
which fear always induces, they declared that the 
beast they had seen was about the size of a bull ; 
and as adventures always grow greater and greater 
in the telling, as each one adds to what he has 
heard, so the bull presently became a camel, the 
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like those swaggering fellows who whistle to keep 
up their courage, gave orders right and left, but 
was careful to keep in the background himself. 

** There he is ! there he is ! " cried several vil- 
Is^ers at last, and they pointed out Dubourg to 
the others. He had remained in the same posi- 
tion because he was still sound asleep. Terror 
was painted on every face; but it was mingled 
with curiosity, and each person stretched his neck, 
or leaned forward, or climbed on his neighbor's 
shoulder. Latouche at once ordered a halt, and 
from all sides these exclamations were heard : — 

« Oh, but it's ugly !" "Oh, but it's horrible 1 " 
" What a head ! " " Look at its body ! " 

" You don't see its eyes ! " cried some. " Nor 
its paws ! " said others. 

" Hush ! hush ! " warned Latouche. " Don't 
talk so loud ; you'll wake it up. Wait till I ex- 
amine it. Friends ! have you ever heard of the 
famous beast which ravaged Gevaudan?" 
No, no 1 " cried the villagers. 
Well, this one seems to me to be very mucn 
like that. You don't see its feet, because, after 
the fashion of the Turks, this monster has them 
crossed under him. As to its eyes, they're turned 
toward the straw, which is fortunate for us, because 
there's often a deadly poison in them. The more 
I look at the skin and the mane, yes, I'm sure 
it's a sea lion, and it has come to us from Nor- 
mandy." 
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these bundles of straw. I've slept like a trooper, 
and I hope I've done no harm to anyone." 

" Did you sleep in this outhouse ? " said the 
mayor. 

" Certainly." 

" And you weren't eaten by the big beast ! " 
cried Bertram. 

« What big beast ? " 

" Why, the hairy beast ! The beast with red 
hair, that slept there." 

Dubourg turned, saw his perruque and mantle, 
and, understanding the cause of the peasants' 
terror, yielded to laughter, which for some mo- 
ments he could not repress. The villagers began 
to lose their fear when they heard laughter. The 
fugitives paused, those who had gone farthest 
returned, and the women rose and readjusted 
their clothing. Everyone looked at Dubourg, 
awaiting an explanation, while he went back to 
the shed, took his mantle in one hand, his per- 
ruque in the other, and returned to the group. 

" My friends," he said, "here is the beast that 
has frightened you so much. Take what ven- 
geance you please." 

As he concluded, he threw the perruque and 
mantle on the ground, and the peasants ap- 
proached, laughing with Dubourg, and handling 
the objects, while they said, — 

" What ! was it that ? O mon Dieu ! what fools 
we were ! " 
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assured him once more that she would never 
marry another. 

Frederic left the house in a state of mind very 
different from that in which he had entered it. 
The certainty of being loved by Constance had 
changed all his resolutions in a moment, and in 
his delirium Sister Anne was entirely forgotten ; 
he even forgot his remorse. Like those sick peo- 
ple who in the height of fever suffer no more 
pain, Frederic cried, — 

** Dubourg was right ! I love Constance ! I 
adore her ! I will never love anyone but her ! " 

Two days after this declaration the Count of 
Montreville left for Dauphiny, accompanied by a 
postilion and a single servant, perfectly sure that 
Frederic would not want to leave Constance. 
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the first time, — where he told her he loved her. 
These places seemed still animated by his pres- 
ence, and it was not without an effort that she de- 
cided to leave them. But to restore her courage, 
she said, '^ I will find him, and perhaps we will 
return together." 

She climbed the mountain and prostrated her- 
self before the tree where Clotilda had perished. 
j There she prayed her mother that from her place 

in heaven she would watch over her and guide 
her on her journey. At last she descended the 
side of the mountain toward the city, and walked 
in the direction in which Frederic had gone. She 
wished to follow in his footsteps. 
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i68 SISTER ANNE 

liberty, she lost her last hope ; when she saw no 
longer any possibility of escaping from this horri- 
ble prison, it seemed as if she were dying a second 
death. She fell fainting upon the couch, and 
endeavored to stifle in her hands the groans that 
escaped firom her bosom* 
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to Sister Anne; "I'm afraid you have done 
wrong. You are going to an immense city ; the 
people will not be so kind as they are in our vil- 
lage, but don't forget us. Let us hear news of you 
through Monsieur de Montreville^ who seems to 
love you greatly ; but if some day you are un- 
happy, ah ! come back quickly to us, dear child ; 
we shall always be glad to see you and your baby." 
Sister Anne embraced the kind woman ten- 
derly, and then with her little boy entered the 
vehicle which was to take her to Paris. 



CHAPTER XIII 

The Fateful Meeting 

Frederic still loved his wife, perhaps less ar- 
dently, less rapturously than during the first six 
months of their union ; but the constant com- 
panionship of man and wife had not extinguished 
his affection. How should it when each day he 
discovered in Constance new qualities, new virtues 
to admire and respect. 

Beauty of face entrances, but it does not al- 
ways enchain ; beauty of mind and of character 
are necessary to ensure a lifelong affection, and 
happy is the husband who finds in his wife those 
attractions which time can neither diminish nor 
destroy. 

Constance showed herself susceptible to one 
fault only. A feeling that is cruel in its effects 
upon the one who possesses it when its unfortu- 
nate owner does not know how to master it ; but 
the young wife concealed it carefully in the depths 
of her heart : she was very jealous ; the excess of 
her love for Frederic often made her a prey to 
secret fears as to whether she truly possessed his 
whole heart. Whenever he became dreamy and 
thoughtful, as it must be admitted he often did. 



26o SISTER ANNE 

Sister Anne pressed her hand upon her heart, 
and Constance went away deeply moved, remark- 
ing to Menard, '^ Oh, now I shall not miss 
Frederic so much; I shall have something else 
to think of. I shall forget my own sorrows in 
solacing those of others/' 
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Just think that it involves the repose, the 
happiness, and even the honor, of your pupil, and 
that his faults will reflect upon us." 

'^ Pardon me. A fault of syntax or of Latin 
verse is all very well ; but I certainly never taught 
him to betray young girls. It is rather your bad 
counsels that have perverted him." 

" Monsieur Menard ! " 

" Monsieur Dubourg ! " 

" Let us go to bed." 

" Recte dids." 
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"Zounds!" said Dubourg; "this is very un- 
natural. This young woman is in the depths of 
sorrow, yet she wants the other one to stay here. 
I can't understand it at all." 

"No, nor I either," said Menard; " but I think, 
like you, that there is something mysterious about 
it. TertuUian said that the devil was not so mali- 
cious as a woman, and I think Tertullian was 
right." 
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** It b impossible for things to continue like 
this,** said Ehibourg to Frederic; ** your wife is 
like another woman, and the sadness of the young 
mute b heartbreaking. Zounds! if these two 
women stay together they will both die of con- 
sumption.** 

^* But what can I do ? Sister Anne*s fate is en- 
tirely in Constance*s hands. When I try to speak 
of it to her, she closes my mouthy or declares 
again that she will not allow her to go away.** 

^ It is indeed a very embarrassing situation," 
said Menard ; *' and if I were in my pupil*s place 
I know very well what I should do.** 

** What would you do ? ** cried Dubourg. 

*^ Heavens ! I should do exactly what he is 
doing.** 

A very natural event transformed everything 
in Frederic's home. The Count of Montreville 
had recovered from his gout, and one morning 
he arrived at his son*s country house. 

Dubourg was not aware that the Count knew 
Sister Anne, but was pleased at his arrival, because 
he did not doubt that his presence would force 
Frederic to take a stand. The young man was 
much disturbed when he saw his father, with whom 
he never yet had come to an explanation. Should 
he tell him the truth ? Should he let him know 
that the young mute was in his house? But be- 
fore he saw his father alone, Constance made him 
promise that he would not say a word about Sister 
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eric ! and you, his father ! Oh, pardon me for 
having loved him ! " 

Sister Anne threw a last look on Constance, 
who pressed the little Frederic in her arms, and 
closed her eyes, smiling upon her son. 
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